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No. 3693. Thursday, Oct. 17, 1833. Price 1d. 
“~~ ¢ ‘Phe Play’s the thing !°"—Ask for Thomas's Observer. 


Covent Carden Cheatre. 
SHAKSPEARE’s Comedy of Twelfth Night was repeated here 
yesterday evening, with My Newghbour’s Wife, and Black 
Eyed Susan. 











Drurp Dane Cheatre. 

SOUTHERN’s heavy Tragedy of Isabella was represented here 
last night, the part of the heroine by Mrs.Sloman. It is with 
regret that we state that this second exhibition of Mrs. Sloman’s 
talents has confirmed us in our opinion, that she does not possess 
that transcendent genius which her biased admirers had 60 
loudly vaunted. The part of Isabella affords many opportunities 
for fine acting, and in the hands of Mrs. Siddons and MissO’Neil 
has been made highly attractive, but Mrs. Sloman neither pos- 
sesses the lofty imagination and commanding intellect of the 
former, nor the extreme sensibility of the latter, she is merely 
a clever actress, who realises all that is suggested by the pro- 
gress of the story, but never lifts the imagination out of itself. 
Her reading was good throughout, but we could never divest 
ourselves with the idea that she was acting ; her most effective 
scene was that over the dead body of her husband. Macready’s 
Biron was excellent, and G. Bennett made some good points in 
Carlos. We forgot to mention, that by way of prologue to the 
Play, an unwashed artificer in the gallery spouted some speeches 
from Richard the Third, which were loudly applauded by the 
| gods. The Opera of Masaniello concluded the evening’s en- 
tertainments.—The house was wretchedly thin. 


Hap-market Cheatre. 

ARNE’s Opera of Artaxerxes was performed here last night, 
when Miss Eliza Paton made her first appearance in the part of 
Mandane by which she has added another laurel to her wreath 
of fame; she sang with great power and sweetness, but was 
most successful in the bravura passages; her opening duet, and 
‘The Soldier Tir’d,’ were rapturously encored. Mr. Collin’s 
(Artabanes,) was encored in ‘Thy father, away,’ and Mr. An- 
derson (Arbaces,) in ‘ Water parted.’ Mr. Edwin’s Artaxerxes 
was wretched ; as Sir Lumley Skeffington remarked “ he knew 
no more of recitative than of Cherokee.”” Buckstone’s successful 
new Farce of Uncle John was acted for the second time to in- 
cessant laughter and applause, and was followed by the Comedy 
of The Steward.—There was a good house. ’ 

The Lord Chamberlain has interdicted the performances at the 
Strand Theatre; on Tuesday afternoon Mr. J. Russell received a 
mandate from Mr. Mash to close the Theatre, and he has 








THE THEATRICAL OBSERVER. 


complied with the demand. We regret to hear this, as more 
than 50 individuals were supported by this establishment, and the 
performances were become highly popular. It was taking. money 
at the doors which gave offence, yet Miss Kelly did so, 

The successful new Domestic Drama produced at the Adelphi 
on Monday night is taken from a narrative, written by Mrs. S. C. 
Hall, in one of the Annuals. 

A keen, bitter and personal war of opinion is dividing and an- 
‘noying the community of the town and neighbourhood of Wick, 
inconsequence of the minister, Mr Phin, not only preaching 
against theatricals, but positively refusing to adminster baptism, 
marriage, aud other church privileges to all families and indivi- 
duals who attend the Theatre. What fanaticism ! 


Fashionable Lounges. 
To the Editor of The Theatrical Observer. 


Dear Mr. Eprror.—I address you from Tur Union, just through Temple 
Bar, kept by my old friend Bacon, (late waiter at the Cock) meet lots of Thea- 
tricals here after the Theatres are over, and can get excellent Suppers, 
real Cognac, Brown Stout, &c. all cheap—half hotel—half tavern—makes up 
‘60 beds—but beg pardon, just wish to say a word, hope I don’t intrude—will 
you excuse me, I have to mention, that I’ve arranged so as to rub shoulders 
with my friends, and the fashionable world, at one or other of theGrand Lounges 
about town. ' 

Monday, call at the Queen’s Bazaar, Oxford Street, to see the beautiful copy 
ef Martin’s Belshazzar's Feast, painted expressly, with Dioramic effect, by 
H.Sebron for this Establishment.—This is the Picture that excited so much 
curiosity in the Court of Chancery, for which the Vice Chancellor refused the 
Injunction—found it crowded to suffocation. T'he Physiorama, containing 14 
views, has been added to the Diorama, forming together one Exhibiton for a Is 

Afterwards pop in, a few doors higher up, to that depot of taste and fashion 
the Palmerian Magazine, fully equipped with my very best specs, to admire 
Patmenr’s elegant DressingCase, which is making for the Emperor of Austria— 
wonderful curiosity—friend P. only arrived lately from St.James’s-street. 

But stop, I must run to that well established emporium of fashion, The 
Western Exchange Bazaar, Old Bond Street, all my country cousins are wait- 
ing for my opinion before they make the purchases ;—and then we visit, in the 
gallery above, that astonishing specimen of human industry, The Model of 
London, where every man may find his own dwelling, if he has one.—120,000 
Houses!!—140 Churches!!! 

_ Ashamed of the rain penetrating my Beaver, determined “ to set my crown 
upon a cast,’ dropt into Perring’s, 85, Strand, purchased one equal to Vestris 
in beauty and durability, and as waterproof as Jack Reeve—quite a bargain, 
only a Guinea. 

Tuesday, I have a great treat by lounging for an hour or two at the Suffolk 
Street Gallery, contemplating the choice specimens of the British School of 
Painting which adorn its walls. Everybody must go, for the artist, the con- 
noisseur, and the mere deseuvre, will be equally delighted and instructed. 

I very often drop in to dine at the Table d'Hote provided by Evans, formerly 
at Covent Garden Theatre, at his hotel, late Joy's, Piazza—only 2s. and served 
with elegance, enlivened with the singing and wit of his brother actors.—Can 
have a Chop, &c. here as cheap as at his old house in Maiden Lane. 

On Friday, I examine Miss Linwood’s curious Needle- Work, in Leieester 
Square—just added other beautiful specimens of her art. 

Several of my friends having been misled by external appearances.and popped 
into the wrong shop, I would recommend them in future to order their Wines 

_and Spirits by post, as there can be no mistake in directing letters to Bretrt’s 
Patent Brandy Depot, 109, Drury Lane. . 

How Macready shines to-night, says I, at Drury—Mrs P. instantly asked me 
this Con.—“Who is the most shining and reflecting man, & the greatest friend 
to the Polish cause in London ?” looked at my brilliant boots, and exclaimed 
“Robert Warren!’?=Isn’t that a good one ?—but I intrude, beg pardon— 

Your’s, &c. PAUL PRY. 

















